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pany of them she trotted them right
out for a walk. And what do you sup- |
pose she did then? BShe went up and
down Spring street, looking and look-
ing, and every time she passed a8 womn-
an uglier than herself she counted
her off on & finger. When bher Hugers
gave out she went home—cured. AD- |
geling wouldn't bave taken a blue rib
bon at & benuty show, either"”
Mellicent Jancey's practical, active
nature had no time for sentimentaliz
ing, but the morning after Mrs, Wyatt's
visit pew, strange thoughts—with
twinkling eyes and wistiul smiles—
kept pesplng out at ber from behind
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heé turned toward
Wyatt the firelight revealed a
fuce radiant with happiness. “l1 can't
talk things out the way you can, De-
lHa'" she concluded, with & gay Hitle |
augh, “but just you come into the
 kitchen with me and sce my Thanks- |
giving turkoey May C. Ringwalt, Ip |
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Some Features Remain,
Thanksglving, How was it
celebrated? The rell of & drum an-
pounced the hour for prayer, After the
| rellglous service came feasting and
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'i'm thankful for the celcsy,

The canned pears and the onion stew;
I'm thankful for the beans; to me
The tumips lock inviting, too;

. The sweet potatoes give me glee,

The parsnips gladly | assail,
But best of all things is the rich
Aroma of the turkey which

I am pemmitted to inhale,

B i

mith proper thanks I break the crust
That Fortune lays beside my plate;
I shun the oysters, for | must
Not carelessly be tempting Fate;
The giblets all aside 1 thrust,
To me they are of no awail;
I prove my strength while gazing at
The rich and juicy mince pie that
I must not eat, but may inhale.
—8. E. Kise
Why We Give Thanks. |
Thanksgiving to God is fitting, be-
cause we have countless reasons for
ft. God is our father, and he fills all
our days with blessings, There is nev-
er & moment when we have not some- |
thing new for which to praise him. |
There is blessing in everything he
does for us and sends to us, We should
be most ungrateful if we did not give
thanks unto God. Prayer should not
be all clamor for new favors, it should
be full of recognition of mercles and
good things. It is good, also, to give
thanks, because it makes our own lives
sweeter, truer and more beautiful. Joy |
is beauty. Pralse & comedy, One who
does not glve thanks lacks the high-
est element of loveliness, Ingratitude
is dark and somber; pralse is light and
beautiful. Giving thaoks also makes |

people  scatter inspiration
wherever they go. They make others
happier, braver, stronger, Our days
should be full of praise and song. Then
God will be pleased with our lves and
this world will be made sweeter and
better.~—J. R, Miller, D. D.

Individual Spirit,

Although a national observance, the
spirit of Thaoksgiving must ever be
individual, Otherwise It wust be were
form and cereéemony, lacking that heart-

pulse which springs unbidden from
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By HENRY HOWLAND,

T was the day be-
fore Thanksgiv-
ing, but there was
no feeling of
thankfulness with-
in Henry Forbes,
Hls look was hope-
less, his clothes
weore seedy, and it
was long since he
had been able to
satisfy his hun-
ger,

Forbes was be-
ginning to long for
vengeance, He was beginning to feel
that the blade and the torch were jus-
tiiable. He had gone from place to
place all day and he had always heard
the same reply. But it was not only
the experience of a day that rankled
in his breast. It was the experience
of that day repeated over and over,
The fever from which he had but late-
Iy recovered had been responsible for
the loas of his position. He had
worked up to that place through years
of steady, patient efforts, Now
wherever he applied they gave him to
understand that he would have to go
back to the bottom and begin all over
again,
Bitterly he thought of the old adage:
Theare's

He

always room at the top.
wns standing beside a big iron
patepost at end of a driveway
wound among elms and maples
up to a mansion that could be partly
It was too cold
an eccasional tattered
by the wind
passed up
house In
beginning
s@ carriages
e ol a man with
Other carringes
passed out !'!"'.‘-!‘:!7'.'- & Wagon load-
ed wit folding ¢haira was driven
gate and up toward the
huge pile that loomed among the leaf-
less trecs,
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He started on, fear
ing that he might be suspected of va-
grancy or something worse if he were
found loitering at the gate, but after
he had gone half a square he turned
and went back and stood beslde the
tall iron post again.

“I have tolled and been honest,” he
thought, “and what's my reward? Aft

Beginning to Long for Vengeance,

¢ twenly years they tell me to go
back and start all over again. Pretty
soon they won't even give me a chance
to do that. Then they'll tell me I'm
too old, and what'll follow? Oh God—
If there Is a God-—what are we coming
Here | etand out in the cold, mis-
erable, alone, with the world agalnst
me. Up there some one has enough to
mike u hundred—perhaps a thousand

guch men as 1 am happy. People
drive past me with no thought of what
| am, with no sympathy to offer, and
hurry to where he ls, surrounded by
splendor, where they may fatter him
and add to his joys because—becausse
he has the money that a hundréd-—per-
haps o tho should share.

“And which of us has been the bet
ter map? Which of us has honestly
earned the most?! Which bas kept
nearest Lo God's commundments? Per
haps he has his money because he has
vheated others, or because luck fu

in the dark and shiver, with no hope

vored him In some speculation, or
some one may have Jeft it to him.
Surely, he cannot honestly have

sarned 2o much more than I have. Yet
the preachers talk about God's justice.
If God Is just why is he there and
why am | compelled to stand out here

for tomorrow?"

Another carrlage passed up the
drive and Forbes bitterly sald to bim-
self:

“Bah! 1 suppose society is gather-
ing here this evening for one of its
‘functions,’ Tomorrow the papers will
have lists of the names of the people
who were present. The money they
will spend for flowers this evening
would be enough to keep many & poor
family comfortable that will bave to
suffer through the winter.”

He clinched hig hands and swore
that he didn't believe a just God could
reign while such conditions existed, He
worked himself into such a passion
that he forgot the cold, forgot the dan-
ger of being arrested for vagrancy, for-
got that he was talking aloud.

Then he saw a woman coming down
the walk from the palace among the
trees. He started away, but lmpulsive-
ly turned again and met her as she
wns passing through the gate. He
could eee in the dim light which re-
mained that she was probably a serv
ant, and he asked:

“Who lives up there?" a

“Mr. Talburn—I mean the Talburns.”

“Oh. And they're having a ball or a
reception or something of that kind
tonight, are they?”

“No. Mr, Talburn's dead. They're
getting ready for the funeral”

Forbes pushed his hands down Into
his pockets and stood for a moment,
looking at the splendid house In which

f

“Can You Drive a Team of Horses?”

the rich man lay desd. Then, turning
oward the woman, he asked:

»JI n is the funeral to be?™

"'t norrow,” she answered,

[h wnksgiving Is a ;le day for @
al, Isu't it?"

'.'\ri‘. day is a poor day for a fu-
neral," aid, and went on her \\':}.}'.:

Forbes pulled himsell together, a

ent later, onward,

“So it s, Any day Is & poor day for
v funeral, and any day {8 a poor day
or giving up hope and losing faith in
God."

At the street corner he halted, un-
wrinin which way to go. While he
hegltated a man approached him,

“What's the trouble, my friend?" the
tranger asked.

“I'm hungry and I'm out of a job.'
Torbes replied.

*Can you drive a team of horses?”

*Of course | can,”

“I need an oxira driver. I'm to fur
ish carriages for Mr. Talburn's fu-
neral tomorrow. Come along. You're
just the man,I'm looking for. 1 can
put you to work now and give you a

cady job if you want It."

“I'm allve and I've got & job”
thought Forbes as he walked aloug
with his employer, “and ftomorrow's
Thanksgiving."

PRELEB

“My Prayer”

Heavenly Father, lnstead of bring-
lng to thee merely empty words of
thanks for the many blessings that
have come to me throughout the year,
help me to show my heart's deep grati-
tude by dolng all the useful things I
can In thy name today.

Lét me try to find every lonely
heart within my reach, and fresaly
share my portion of cheer with all

Let me remember to speak the tardy
words of honest praise and apprecia-
tion my selfish Hps have unwittingly
withheld, and prayerfully leave unsald
the little things that hurt and sting.

Let me fully test the tender magie
that les in smiles, kind words and lit-
tle nets of thoughtfulness, and see how
many ead, discouraged wouls 1 c¢an
make glad.

And grant, O Father, that the even-
tide may find pothing in my humble
powaer left undone or unsald that would
help some one in need, or make the
world better and brighter. Amen.
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THANKSGIVING DAY
By Francis Bird Pugh.
=

Stern woods and frowning sky and,
farther on
A wide, wild m of water walling
in
The hearts that yearned for touch of
loved one's hand,
For parents’ blessing and for child
dren’s kiss.
The sllken tassels of the maize had|
waved
Above the leveled graves of many a
one
Unequal to the contest with flerce men
And fiercer nature; but that Pligrim
band
Kneeling, praised God, and thanked
him that the earth
And water gave them food, nnd
most of all
That they were free to wornhly y
for whom
They had given up all man holde
dear on aarth,

Thelrs was the sowing, our the reaping
time,

God made of them a nation, and It
stands

With one hand plunged In rough At
lantic’s foam

And one laved in the gentler waters of
The blue Pacific. Through Its iron

veins—
land from un‘

A network wraps the
to west—

The life blood of the nation ebbs and

fiows.

From the abundance of its frultful

breast |

It feeds the children of its older kin

And grants to all within its sheltering
arms

Frecdom of worship which our fa

thers craved.

O, men, who builded better than you
knew,

thine unworthy children, give
God thanks

For this, cur country, which we owe2

to thee. re
$

Here’'s a world that Is white, and a
road smooth as glaes,
And a spanking good team that your
neighbor can't pass,
And a sleighful of family—young folks
and olid—
Well tucked in with laprobes to keep
out the cold;
And atune with the laughter that light-
ens the way
Is the dear, delicious tangle,
And the jingle, jingle, jangle
Of the sleighbells In New England
On Thanksgiving day.

We,

1913

Now the housa is In sight with the
deor opened wide
While the darling old mether stands
waiting inside,
Why the love in her face shines like
sun on the snow!
You're the child that you used to be
long, long ago.
Now the hard crust of worldiiness
passes away
With her arms around your neck or
this Thanksgiving day.
Then home with the moon "'ﬂﬂ
pace, cold and bright,
Just tingeing with silver earth’'s ves-
ture of white.
The volces are hushed, for the spell
of an hour

ls folding all close In its magical
power,

Measured hoofs beats keep time to the
thoughts on the way,
And mark the rhythmic tangle,
And the jingle, jingle, jangle
Of the sleighbells in New England on
Thanksglving day.

THANKSGIVING THOUGHTS

Probably there are eome people whe
wish turkeys were as chonp as Thanks
giving proclamations—Taledo Hlade,

Nearly a hundred marriage license
to add joy to the Thanksgiving!-
Pittsburgh Chronlele-Telegraph.

The drumstick eaters about the
board may at least be thankful that
turkeys are not quulrupod.n —am
Herald.

Haeh, brothers, hash with care; hash
for s week mokt everywhere—Baltl
more SBun,

Well, just be thankful that you Are
not & Turk—American, European w
Aslatio—~Newark Star.

“Heads you win,” said Lhe h
turkey as he streiched his n
the ehawllll block —Chicago Record
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